
was conceived in sorrow and
horn in sunshine."
'mm In ii two room lint on

-- i Th irty-- f urth street. It wns
ti r gray day In early December.

.1 my mother, who was suffering
ng illness, lay In tin- - bedroom,

r white fare drawn with the
..1 I imagine she was suffering,
in lark of proper fin id, My

was silting at the pin no In th
in, hi head hurled in his arms,

resting on tin- - music rack.
' h. Ii.nl rem lined in this attitude

in: i,me, he got lip and went Into
It .in. where he looked down nt
l.tr until the tears culm- - Into his

lin-i- i he went liaek to the front
i ,',, iinnil staring out of the win-i'i- i'

si reels, nil while with a
v With a shrug of hit narrow

he turned liaek toward tho
i - i.n.

pprd his cold hands together,
I'.vNi several times, and then

mii mi the chair !eforo the piano
'

-- in In run his lingers slowly over
i,il ke.s. Ills lips were drawn
- yes were llxetl on a fratn d

-- i 11 of my mother which stood
; t"p of the pi, inn. It was one

' I Mkeu at the 1 i of lo r mar--- i

vi i I jeiir before, when her
m is riirul an. I so: is peach

there was always a smile on
: uy lips.

M f.ither had sat thus for some
- when Ulte suddenly tin- sun
'iriiimh the gray clouds which
rlinttK tho city throughout the

,r-- morning and tilled the skv
-- ireets and the little room with

l' i ful golden haze At the Mini"
ti' lie slight bowed llgure of my

m-v- 'air, the stray chords and
' had been playing took concrete

i, bird set features broke In'o
smile and the now warm

i i rl g'owed with the new found

T' .' is h..v I came Into the World.
M '.iher rushed to his desk, and with
t' ' Ip f a piece of lined paper and

' hurriedly gave me the permit-- r
f.'Mii with which I was to mike

In- iu il in tne Kie.it outilde world.
I. .ii n the afternoon of the same da.-- ,

rolled up in a piece of brown
nr.tpp.ng paper, I was carried by my
f.uh.r to the shop of n mule publisher
on Wi-s- Twenty. ninth street, and here
c v i that I underwent the first te.u
.is i.. my usefu.ness. A sallow looking

'jiiuiu man, with nn alpaca coat and a
cigarette hanging from his Hps, wan
plav.ng the piano at the time for a
Ism it. fill )oung lady, Willi o great deal
of inl hair and a black fur coat that
re. i.(l fr..m her neck to her fen.

W hmit a word of apology the mnn-at- ii

i .if the shop, Mr. Van Isenberg, n
h. u.l f. atund man who wn in his shirt

and had ti oigur stump locked
in l - tei th. brushed the blond lady to
it,' -- .ile knocked the piece of music
vv i., h the young man had he. n playing
t.fT he rick and stood me up 111 Its
I'i i, Without more ndo the young
nil' it the piano begun to play iiv- - over
ai.'i i.er again, and alwiys with more
and in. .re spirit. At :nst with a feaiful
thump mi the keys he .topped his pluy-u- .j

,,'ul .swurnr around mi the p. i.u.
t I.. so that he faced Mr. Van Isenl-r-

I' ii' '" said the )oiing man. "That's
ti r .n little bit of nil right, sure."

v in the orchids." said the bemtl-f- ,
'"iitig lady. although no one had

i" '.er opinion. "I'm for It."
1 was much phased nt the crlt-- i

- which was evident.' meant to lie
f.n Me. I was Kind, too, to see the
fin on my father's face, because n
" and his r wan fentur.s hod

- een similiter-- . Hut Mr. Van Is-- n-

. "ii. chewed at his cigar and glow- -
i it nn. and then nt my father, find

ti, particularly at the bealillfill lad
' II,' v oung man at the piano.
' nn- - in t --uiorrow at I." he gran '

I iu father. "Al Meyer wants some
i, t - for his new show and

il., I don't know we'll sc., to-

il ,v l i i n .il day "
Mever was a Jolly uiinu on!

u i.ii.-- nicer than Mr. Vin ln'iili' nt.
II tall and thin ami wore a pink

mil a line siili of Hollos and had
futlv blight shifting eyis. lie

JAPAN AFTER
oiitiuiitif I mm Strth J'ayc.

in ady it ferrcd to, Another rnso
,ai nf Hie ShlbaUura Knglneerliig

V, i.- - near Tokio, for supplying elcc- -
tr Jin and power, in whiiii the
A i,. in (ienoral Hleetrie 'onipany
I ' a half the capital with immense

ti. . :n all. The Osaka tins Works
am. d largely by Amerii'iii capnal.

T l nn Company and others wire
r ...il, The paper companion using
v ulp by doubling Ihtir capital had
I ' Jieatly, Hie ojl l'aper Mill going
'. veil fi.Oiill (100 lo .veil U'.'iliO.IMIO

ii ng n splendid business,
' ii, Manchuria, for a st 1 open

iiloilallon. Many allempts to do
- ill Japan had been failures. Mr.
.wa saal. thiough fonigners tuk-"- I

' ltant plopoKlls to people of no
' ' u.iling In Hie .l.ipant'M! business

often folovved
.ml liberal offers from abroad be- -'

hi .lap mi so men who were con- -

roiild not 111 the expressly colli-- !

.1 language "swing" the proposl- -

Thiv wort' out the pnllcni'c ol'jjic
r by dilatory lai ties while they

' "iipport In all qimiiei'M to cany
' Mr end of ih bargain, llnnlly

ing It on an excuse--no- t the
to Ihe disgust of Ihe would- -

r. reliably the folelgner tle- -

nnd of his desire to Invest In

when a call 111 the prop, r
i might have icsullcd far oilier- -

liii,vii Nakano. president "f the
t I 'iimiili'll e of Toliio, who I

h Willi nil sound business ill the
I'.inpire, Is Ihe soli of Plan to give
iifi'imation on nil such points. It
iisincss nnd he carries lino It n

iiiuiitsv nnd good nature that

began to smile .it my very first notes,
mid he continued to smile to the very
end.

"Hood good'" he said, slapping lis
knee' "That's It."

And then he and father and Mr. Van
Isenberg lalked and Jabbered away mid
argued for a loin,', Ioiik time. Theyoung man at the piano with the dead
cluareite hanging from his lips kept
on playing me over and over ngnln, and
.Mr. Al Meyer would turn about and
nod nnd smile at the young man mid
then back to Mr. Van Isenheiv and
father, mid talk about "lyrics" and "per-
centages" mid "a lump sum" and "inv-ultlf- j"

mid a lot of words I n, hi,,
or understand anyhow. Mr. Van Isen-btr- g

fairly shouted his arguments, while
father spoke .n his usual mild' manner,
but Mr. Al Meyer smiled at the both of
them, and nlthongh he seemed to fancy
me grently I heard him say that 1 was
not worth sheddliiK blood over.

Afier an hour of this tnlkln-,- ' nnd
wranulini,', In which I was Kind to see
that father retained n dlKiillled calm,
but a true reward for his rlRhts, Mr.
Van Iseiibei"; produced Inl; and pens
and several Ioiik leital looking papers,
which they lion set tiled to ehmiKo to
suit the laiih' talk that had Kinu. befor .

At last, when It was Keitltif; unite late,
Mr. Van lsenberc read one of the papers
aloud, and I was pleased to hear that
father had bei n "ti sport" nnd had re-
fused the "lump sum" for me, and had
decided lo take "ro allies" Instead. And
father must lime been "a sport," for 1

knew how' much he needed the "lump
sum" Just at (hat time.

Hut. as n luntler of fact (I think that
It tniisi have beiii at the n of
the Jolly Mr. Al Meyer). Mr. Van Isen-ber- i,'

irtive father "a little soinethlni; on
accounl," nnd nway we went with It to
buy some wondeiful fruit In boes nnd
some blir bottles of deep colon d wine,
labelled port nnd sherry nnd buiKUiidy.
It was n creat supper we had at the
Hat hnt nlttht. with little mother fitting
propped up at the table, with pillows nt
her feet and pillows under her and 'at
the back of her, and father d.iucim;
about and piiiirliii; out the wine Into her
class, nnd Ki'lntc on his kmes as If she
were a queen on Iut throne to offer her
i he fruit.

And the best of I' all was that he va
nlways telllim mother no; to thank him,
hut In thank me, .mil then ho would
jump over to the piano and play nie two
or Ihr.e times and hum my tune, for 1

had no word.t then which he could sinu
Mill he hummed my tune so loud and
bea' out my melody on Ihe ke.s so haul
that a: hist one of the smaller strings
In the piano could stand il no longer,
ami with a fearful squeak of pain
Mi.ipp'il riitht In two, nnd that was the
end of me for that .

K.nly the uet mormm; I was done up
In the brown paper UKain, and fa.her

'

'

j

"The audience was very quiet,

took inn on my llrst really long Journey,
I. as It nfteivvard turned out, what

piiived lo be the mot Important Hip of
my life. We went on a train to a Illtlo
town calli d Cos fob. nnd from there wo
were driven In a i li kely caiiiagc to n

for one, tuver found to fall. Japan's
chief cities specialize In statls'tlcs of the
opciicM kind, but f..iv.gncrs neglut
lliem, ofien on th, . i of
ft How countrymen who are not !o..king
for ilvals In ihtir nun ileitis.

all Hie forego. ng I deduce this
conclusion as very plain lo inc. that
Japan olTt'ls a Held to American capital
and enterpiis- - , those enterprise pros-

pering In st vvhele Aliieilcau skill goes
Willi Amiiicaii uionc. japans conu-ilel- li

e ill its ow n llllllisll l.il skill Is too
reieiil to be cntltcly Well founded; It
still needs some guidance, but it net da
promotion money mill more,

Japan American friendship
on u footing of mutual trust and sup-

port In iiiJtleis outside tiea ties and
foimal professions; of mult. Her ih-s- ite

in this i cm hen Ihe pathos, of a pas-

sion for recognition of In r good fallh In

calling us her friend, She looks to a
fin me of growing
The leading place she Is taking at the
San Francisco fair m-- t year Is really
a demoiislrallon of Ibis, hut most she
hoie.s for an Inlliix of vlstors to Japan
Willi oyi-- open lo oppoi tunltles and
seeking Information ut tho fountain
head.

The future of her export Hade in
liiaiiufacluies lies largely In China. In-

dia, forca, Just us sin- - hopes for larger
custom Mill for her Maples In the
I'lliteil Stales. As these wishes are glllt-ille-

lu-- r leading men aver, will Ihe
lear purpose of her own conception

nf her mission remove the last vestige
of distrust of her In the land of Ihe
coinnioii people democratic America,
for the Japanese while imperial in gov-

ernment, are tho most democratic of
peoples,
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funny old fashioned house rluht on the
water. A yoiini; lady that Is, she was
fairly young-- all dicssed in black and
with n sweet face, much the satno kind
of sweet face that my mother has,

us at the door and gave us n
courteous welcome.

I'ir ii short time we sat on the
overlooking the water while f.ither

and the lady lalked, and then we went
Into the sitting room, and father played
me oer seveial tilius on a grand piano,
which seemed to me altogether loo
grand for the simple .lit I It- room, It
was curious how from the ery llrst
I seemed lo affect the lady. .She did not
look at me, but out of the window' at the
blue water, and before father had played
tne over iwlec I noticed lit 1"--- eyes
grow iiiinty, and several times I saw a.,
press her linger nails deep Into the
palms of her soft, dellcnlo hands.

I heard nflerward Hint she was a
young woman who had had a great deal
of trouble of one sort or onullier, and
that she was Very emotional and could
cry on the slightest provocation. I iiIko
heard that this "temperament," as they
called It, was probably what gave her
such line thoughts and the power to
put Hum into such simple .wouN.

Father left me with Ihe sad. young
lady for two days, and I must say I
enjoyed the outing very much. During
my whole vlJt 1 stood on the piano rack,
where I got the full benefit of the cool,
fresh air, nnd through the windows 1

could see tho tiny waves hreuklng on a
long line ,,f Kray rocks al the foot of
the lawn. The lady, who conltnued to
cry a good deal, played me over mid
over again, and by the evening of the
llrst day she began to sing words as
she played.

At the end of the second day she had
scribbled viff three vitm'S, which. It
seems, told all about me, and she placed
my slory next to me on the piano rack.
Kalher came out the next morning, and
the lady played me over to him, singing
the verses at the same time, and then
she told him that that Was Just what I

meant to her. Father seemed perfectly
delighted, and thanked the lady ngam
and again and told her how really grate,
ful he was, for although he ci.ald
epre.s his thoughts In music, he could
never find the right words. Then he
wrapped tne up with the verses and
look nn back to town In (he next train.

It seems that 1 was lo be part of
what Is called a uinlw Inter production,
but which was also In be known a
"The l.ady of Iungacrc."

And now It wa that I suffeied the
few unhappy days of my lfe. It yns u
strange contrast Indeed between silting '
quietly on the piano rack at father's
home or down nt the little cottage al
Cos (', b nnd being Knocked about the
cold, bare stago of a llroadway tin aire
They put niu nway In a large book

but it was the quiet of civility."
marked ".Music" on the outside, mid I
was shut up with u lot of mart he,
two steps mid wnltz.es and several bal-
lets, but when the musical tUrn'tor
took them out and played lliem lor the
ladles mid the gentlemen to sing I must
say thiy sounded very dull ami com-
mon. It was several days before Ihe
musical director noticed me at all, mid
ih n one afternoon ho picked me out of
ihe book mid put me on the lin k of Hie
piano,

The ladles ami gentlemen Were hit
ting nli. nit the on long benches
and camp stools and went talking in
very high voices ulioiil Hie Janitor and
Hie cold stage and the brutality of man-
agers in general and tho Jolly Mr. Al
Meyer In particular. lint when the
musical tllrisior began to play me softly
mi the piano it was v ry amusing to

otlco how quickly tho chattering
stopped, Just as If Mr. Al Meyer him-
self had walked In. Ami then a tit "I.

dark woman covered with lsautlfiil
furs rustled In ut the stage door, and
pushing her way through the crowd of
ihe lady and gentlemen singers came
stialglit up to Hie piano and began to
hum over Iho words Ihe lad at Cos fob
had written for me.

Two nf llireo times she di Ibis, while
Ihe others sat nbout a. id listened, and
then she told tho mo 'cil dinu'lur she
wanted. to take me 1, in - with her, I

It I it' t want to goal u'.'.. In cause I haled
tho tall, dark lady Ihe vcr.v llrst minute
I saw her, It seems, ns I li.i'ned after-war-

that she was "The I. i.ly of Long-acre- "

herself, nnd Iho opt ia was all
about her.

She carried me lionie In a very shiny
elcctlie brougham lo her npm iliieiit,
which was Jusl off Hie paik. it was a
line place, I suppose-- the fiirnltiuo was
white and gold and the i urialns were all
pink silk, and even the piano was white
and had pretty plctuies painted on It,
nnd the room-wa- s alwa.vs tilled vv ill the
most wonderful scarlel ll.'Uii-- . Hut
for some icason was o- vt r h .ppy at
"The I.atty of I.ougai n'" hniin which
really wasn't homey at all. and I was
glad even lo gel back lo the niii-l- c re-

hearsals and the colli, Ureal stage of
I in '.I I cat re.

The gentlemen nnd ladles who fat
nboilt and sang there were n funny lot.
They never seemed to care about any-
thing In the morning, except when they
could get away lo lunch, and after lunch
how soon The Musical Director would
lei iliem off for dinner. Sometimes a
few of the ladles would como hack early
from lunch, mid wlillo one of them would
play the piano the others would sing
tind dance about the stage as If they
really enjoyed II.

There were two sisters named (labrl-ell- e

who danced together most beauti-
fully; but of all the Indies of tho com-
pany, the one 1 liked best was the one
they called The Savage, although she
got mad once and said her real name
was Alleen Mooiiey, mid for the other
UAy who had called her The Savnge
tint to forget It, i Ither. She was u large
lady, with lots of wavy bronze red hnlr
and the most wonderful big eyes and a
rather biggish mouth, but beautiful
te. Hi, mid a skin that always looked as
If she had Just come out of the bath,
She had "a lovely voice, too, deep and
svviel, and she could dance almost as
well as the (lahrlelle Sisters.

I don't know why they called lur The
Savage, unless It was that late one eve-
ning, nt tho stage door, shu hit i young
gentleman ovi r the head with her um-

brella because he tried to be polite to
one of the "Shrimp ltallet" ladles. Hut
the best thing about Miss Mnoncy was
the way she went leaping about the
place all the time mid laughing and tell-
ing funny stories. Nothing could keep
her quiet, not even Mr. Al Meyer him-

self. He often pri tended to he very
angry with her, mid I thought once lie
was quite rmlo to her.

The Savage was a poor lady much
pooler than the others- - and her clothes
were not very good, and one day when

"She slammed and locked the
door right in the face of

Mr. Al Meyer."

she was dniU'iC"? nbout Iho seam of lit r
coat gave way atvi' the lining came out.
Mr Al Me.ver. whd was sitting In the
orchestra lit. called her'T and said
-- lie was too full of life nniltb; primitive
uiMlr.its welt) breaking out ri.oln,

'any one could see p. wmt J'nly
In- lining. Hut. I supposi, Jus-- , to innK'
ip for his rudeness, he told hi r that

ie was to have some lines and "lie
v e of a song In the llrst act. mid The
s.vage came i nulling back to the other
.uln s. shouting at the top of lor voice
ha she was to have a part and Was a

aci nss.
Then she went dancing over to the

loiuiiy old stage doorkeeper, whom
veryboily else was afraid of, and told

it to scud away her red taxliali and
el n green one, because she hud on a

green skirt, and sho aWo told him that
when the brokers culled with orchids,
to be stiro to tell them that she was
rehearsing her new part and to send
Hie bouquet to tile, nearest hospital,
"if all the ladles In the company, I
always liked Alleen Mooney much the
best, and If It had not been for her I do
not know how I should have stood those
four weeks of rehearsals.

Hut one day llu-- at last took me out
of the big book with the oilier music
for "The I.ady of I.ongacre," and a
young man, with long hair ami a sallow
face, did what he called "orchestrating
me" which was icully dividing my
anatomy lulu many tliffeient part".
When lie had finished orchotrallng me
he cop. cd me, both entire and Ihe many
sepal ate parts, In a line, dear hand, on
nice while paper, mid then carl inl me
back to the theatre again, and I was put
In n big trunk marked "The I.ady of
I.ongacre Theatre." Hero I lay for
two days, when I was taken .with a
whole carload of other trunks ami
scenery to a town called New Haven,
when- - It seems I was' to make my llrst
public appearance.

The great event was on Friday night,
nnd on the day previous, which was the
Miine tiny we reached New Haven, I
was taken out of the trunk, and while
the Musical IHn-ctor- pi the entire copy
of nn, the nt her parts were distributed
among all the oiln r musicians. shall
never forgti how I bounded when tho
.Musical liiicctor raised his haunt and all
thine Herman looking men played the
tlllferent parts of my unnloiuy. I was
certainly a beautiful thing to hear, nnd
when they had llnlshed me the iiiusl.
t inns nodded at the Musical Dinctor
and smiled, uml I hoard afterward that
that was a gieat compliment for me.

That same night them wa n long re-

hearsal, which lasted nearly the whole
night, mid 1 could hardly wait for my
turn, but when It did come I suffered n
great disappointment', for "The I.ady of
I.ongacre" Just hummed mo Instead of
singing the words, as sho should have
done, It annoyed father uml Mr. Al
Meyer a good ileal, too, mid Mr. Al
.Meyer spoke very sharply to "The Lady
of I.ongacre." hut she at once becamii
I vlfh, muttered something nbout Its
being "all light on the u'ght," nnd went
mi with her part. Hut as It turned out,
"The I.ady of I.ongncic" was wrong, and
It was not "nil right on the night."

It was a splendid sight, that great
ciovvtl in the fr- nt of the Ihcatre. and
ihe ladies and gentlemen of Ihe company
looked quite wonderful In their beautiful
si K ami golden liutlies. The, perform
ance went off it seemed to me, with a
great whirl, and lie people npplniuled

.. . , ", : v. . . , v ms5wc-'-r'-
the songs mid marches mid laughed nt
the funny actors. And then nbout the
middle of the second act It enme my
turn, and I could hardly wait for "The
Lady of I.ongacre" lo begin.

At last she walked down the stago
alone, mid the Musical Director tapped
his little baton ami my chance had come.
Hut she had not sung more than the
llrst verse when I knew that It was all
over with me. The audience was V( ey
quiet, but It was the quiet of clv.illy,

"All that summer they played me

not of the real love I wanted and ex-
pected nnd knew In my heart that I
should have. Once they called her back
and once she repented the last verse,
and that was nil. A few minutes later
the audience was laugh. ng nl"iid mid

what I thought was n very
silly song, and I had been forgotten

When the performance was all over
and the audience had left nnd the lights
.n Hie theatre hail been put out, some
men dragged out an upright piano on the
cleared stage and the Musical Director
placed a line new copy of me on the
rack. It seems It was one of several
copies which Mr. Van Isenberg had
brought that afternoon from New- - York.
Il.ich was bound In a dark green cover,
with my name on Hie outside In big gold
letters, and at the top there was a
picture of Jolly Mr. Al Meyer, and at
the bottom another of father and one
of the lady who lived at Cos Cob.

While the Musical Direci-- was .link-
ing ut my cover father and Mr. Al
Meyer came on the lage and leaned
their elbows on the top of the piano.
They Ii Hi ceitamly looked very glum,
and I was perfectly sure that It was
all ntsmt me, for I had heard every oiv
say that the performance was, on the
who e, quite successful.

For somo time they stood glaring out
at the empty theatre, while the Musical
D rci-lo- play iil chords and little
snatches from the opera very softly.

"The trouble with that woman Is," said
Mr. Al Meyer, "that she d- n't know
what the song Is nbout. mid, what's
more, she never can be tuught. Thirt
song Is the simpje storv of a Woman
who loved a man, hut that was nli that
woman did love the man was her g id

nnd her devil nnd her deep blue sea.
Now- - Ibis g.ii who trieil lo sing r. to-

night Is a Hroadw-a- siiubrette, who
her tiffed ion for men by the

horse-pow- of their automobiles. Here
j.he comes now."

"Thb I.idy from I.nngncre," looking
very proiu.' In her long fur coat anil her
arms full en" scarlet roses, started to
walk across thJ singe, but Mr. Al Meyer
called to her am! she came over to the
piano,

"That song's no good," she said,
knowing perfect!- - well what they
were thinking about. "They don't want
that kind of ballad any more."

"Not when you sing It." says Mr. A!
Meyer, nnd I liked him for that. "I've
got another little song for you that you
rnn understand and sing better, I guess,
It's called 'The High Signs on Hruatl- -

way.' I'll send It around i

morning to the hotel. Good night.'
"The I.ady from I.ongacre" never said

a word, but Just sort of sniffed at father
and Mr. Al Meyer, and went on her way
to Hie stage door. If father had looked
bailly before, he was quite white now,
mid he took off his hat mid ran his
lingers through his thick hair.

"What are we to do now'." he said.
"I thought It had a great chance."

"Nonsense," said Mr. Al Meyer, with
Ids brows conirniicd nnd looking out at
Hie tows of empty seats. And then
from the little balcony that ran ariuind
Ihe brick walls of the stage we heard a
girl's deep voice, nnd Alleen Mooney
slammed her dressing room door Willi n
hang mid came swinging along the
balcony uml down the spiral iron stair-
case that leil to the stage. Just as happy
as If she had been the one real success
of Ihe whole evening.

"I've got It," said Mr. Al Meyer, nnd
lie pounded his list into the open palm
of his other hand. "I've got It The
Savage."

"Tile I.ady of I.ongacre" opened In
New York the next .Monday night, mid
although I have known many great
nights slnco then, of course there can
only be "ihe" one Brent night for u song
hit on llroatlway, liver since 11 was de
cided that Alleen Mooney was to sing
me, she had always can led me about
with her In my nice green cover, and so
It vvus quite natural fur her lo bring me
from her boarding house on the great
night and lay nie on her dressing table
and for me to stay lliere while she and
two other girls mado ready for thu per-
formance,

I had been "switched," as llley called
It, to the llrst act, but even then It was
an awful wait. was alone for a long
time, nnd when tho hands of the little
nickel clock pointed to Just !' o'cl u k.
The Savage came In and carefully shut
the door. ( noticed that sho wasn't sing-
ing us usual, and even through her
rouge nnd powder I could see linvv pale
she was,

Sho looked at her. pretty face In thu
glass and then she glanced down at me,
lying there in my new green cover.
With ono long white linger she began
to slowly trace out my name In the big
gold letters, and as she did so sho slild
to me half aloud: "Honey, you'rv go-lu- g

to break or you're going lo make
me, and 1 don't want you to forget that
while it don't make much difference to
me, because I'm young nnd I've got my

health, It mentis n whole lot to the
folJfs."

And then, without another word or
even u look In the mirror, shv threw
open tho door nnd rushed out of the
dressing room. Of course, nfter whnt
.Mlws Mooney said to me there wasn't
very much for n song hit to do hut
keep the Indy'H secret mid do the Ifest
possible.

The Sn.vage nnd I made good, all
right, and I think If It hadn't been for

in front of the cafes of Paris."

hcr voice getting choked up with tears
or excitement or something, wo could
havo taken a dozen or so more encores.
Hut when The S.ivago had sung ns long
as sho possibly could she ran off tho
slago and fought her way through the
crowd of girls standing in tho wings, al-
though they tried their best to stop her
and to wring her hands nnd pat her on
tho back. When she had staggered over
to her dressing room she Jerked It
open and then slammed and locked It
right In the face of Mr. Al Meyer, who,
I think, would have hugged her If ho
hud caught her.

Here were The Savage and I nlono
again, and without n word she threw
herself Into the chair before the mir-
ror nnd then llung her nrms on the
dnsslng table and, burying her head In
tie m, sobbed out, loud, Just as If she
were a little Kir wiio had stubbed hen
to-- . Hut she was all right again before
Ihe flnnlc, nnd when the net was over
and the curtain had gone down it was
wonderful what a fuss they made over
her.

Father was there anil the lady from
Cos Cob ami mother. In a new dress,
which I Hunk she must have bought
wltli another "Utile something on ac-
count." .My! but "The I.ady From
I.ongacre" wn mad, nnd Went nbout
telling every one that she could havegot those encores, too, if anybody had
told her what the old thing (meaning
me) was about. Tho Musical Director
came back on the stage, grinning allover, and The Savage ,l t, miy lhln(.
that I ever saw her do that I thought
was unfair to me. She rlBlt ,, t0tho Musical Director and threw hraims around his neck nnd klssvd himon both che. ks. I supi)oe he Is a goodenough Musical Director, but ho di-
rt it. d the songs for all the other ladles,
iiuil I didn't see them kiss him.

AH the mwspapers Were (In.- - to us thenext morning and one said AlleenMoiin.y would wake up to ilnd herself
I iinous, which I hope she did. Anotherpaper warned everybody who went to
ste our play to be there bv ? o'clock,
becau.--e that was whin The Savage and
I did our turn. That dav- - Mr VanJscnberg had n big sign pointed that

called me "The Song lilt of the Century,"
and hud It put on tho top of n hi'gli
building on Hroadway, ami that satnonight I think they must have playid me
in every cafe and rest iiiraut lii New
Yoi k.

It certainly was funny to see all tho
beautiful ladbs and gav gentlemen
seated nt the tables with the red lamp
shades on them nudge each other when
Hie iMiul started to play me, nnd hear
them say: "That's the hit from 'The
I.ady of I.ongacre.' " Two or three days
later they began sending nie In little
pastebourd tubes nil over the country,
nnd in almost no time I was whistled
ami sun,' and played In every big city
and every little town from New York to
the I'aclllc coast. The oichestra played
nie very well nt some places, but the
pretty young girls In the small towns
(and every one of them who owned a
piano had n copy of me, In my green
coat, with the gold trimmings) always
played me--o- h, so badly' They didn't
known what I meant at all.

Al'i'di Mooney and I stayed at the
same theatre In New York for six happy
months nnd then the hot days of sum-
mer came, and The S.ivago and all the
ladles of the company Insisted nn going
to the seashore or the mountains, mid
Mr. Al Meyer, much against his will,
ringed the tin aire, nnd I was shut up
In tho look Willi the rest of the music
and put in a trunk In the cellar of
the theatre, I must say, however, it
was much cooler than on the music ruck
In the orchestra, so near the hot foot-ll-jht- s.

Hut or course the green coat copies
were travelling further nnd further nl
Hie time, and when I quit In New York
a number of them hail met mid passed
oil their way around the world. All that
summer they pla.vcd inn on New Jersey
merry go rounds, on the porches of the
Saratoga hotels, at beer gardens in (ter-
mini) nnd In front of the cafes In Pa lis,
and they sang me with Ncapnll.nn
wortls on the beautiful canals at Venice
and In Hie hot. s'liffy music halls In
London, hut what I think I enloyed the

s
v

-

i
i.

"Father was sitting at the piano,
his head buried in his arms."

most was when tho gentlemen In uni-
form used to play me on the decks o(
ho great big while kitlleshlps of out

navy. Never mind where they were
whether at anchor or steaming along
over tho Atlantic or the i'aclllc. or tho
Med. terminal! or tiny of those far away
seas ono of the' olllcers would be sure
to nsk the bandmaster to play mo be-
cause ho said 1 was pretty; but I knew
better than Hint It was liecailse It mado
him think of some one at home.

Of course 1 hud a great many adven-
tures, altogether too tunny to mention,
buf I shall always rememlH-- r one ex-

perience that happened In n Is-e- r gar-
den on Went Seventeenth street. Father
was sitting nt u tin table with n friend,
nnd tho llttlo orchestrn, I suppose out
of compliment to father, was playing
me the very best It knew how Two
men stopped on their wny out to listen,
nnd It ho happened that they stood quite
near thn table where futher and his
friend were drinking their beer.

"Some of this cheap music Is really
very pretty." ono of the men suld. Hut
the other one, who looked very poor
and shabby and had long hnlr, only
smiled pitifully nt his friend, and ink-
ing his nrm led him through the door.

I thought father would feel terribly
nbout It, hut instead he only smiled
and took nnother sip of beer, nnd then
he told hi friend nil nlxiut the shabby
man with tho long hair,

"'That's Krnest Hokelmanii," he sold.
"He studied twenty years In I.elpslc and
Ilerllu and Vienna, nnd then wroto a
grand opern Hint Was produced for ono
night. The critics said It was techni-
cally n. masterpiece, but It was never
given ngaln because no one but the
critics would go to see It, ond they don't
pay to get In. Now that little song of
mlno Is certainly not n mnstierplece, but
it Ii probably being played In
nearly every town wherever they havo
music nil over tho world. And that Is
1ecauso It was written from the heart."

And then father wen" on to tell his
frleiwl how ho happened to write mo
on that cold December morning "And
so you see," ho said, "Hint song was
conceived In sorrow nnd born In sun-
shine, nnd that is why It makes people
sad ond happy too wherever It Is
played."

I shall nlways remember the evening
father got my llrst royalties from Mr.
Van Isenberg. It was In Hie early part
of September, nnd he nnd mother were
together In the sitting room. Father
niid the letter and then smiled over at
mother.

"It's nil right." he said. "We can go
to Itcrlln for tho winter."

"Kven If the new opera Isn't a suc-
cess?" mother nsked.

"Yes," he said, "but the new opera
will be a success. And when thnt Is
marled, we are off for a long, long
honeymoon."

Mother came over o father nnd stood
In hind his chair ami put her cheek
down ngnlnst his, Mini thus they re-

mained for a long time,
I nm sorry that they an-- going nway.

nnd I shnll miss them greatly, hut per-
haps It Is Just as well, for Allien Mooney
nnd I. too. must soon bo starting on our
travel. Alleen nnd I nre going "on the
road," 'and I heard them say that we nre
to (ravel as far as San Francisco before
we get back. The Savage has had a
great rise lately nnd has been promoted
to play the part of "The I.ady of I.ong-

acre." and she Is to slug me In the
seconii net.

I suppose I shall miss New York, too,
but In a way I am tun so very sorry
to leave It. for I hear that It Is rather n
cruel. Ilcklo sort of a place, and that It
does not hisltnle to turn lo n new face
nnd forget tho old one that but yester-
day It took to Its heart. Of course t
know that nt best my life Is a short one,
and that I must spend my old days on
the dusty shelves of Mr. Van Isenberg's
store on Twenty-nlm- h street. Hut even
knowing nil that, I would not care to
stay Mud hear the boys whistle the new-son-

that has tnken my place, and the
liurdv-gurdle- s play It on the street anl
the iadles and the geniemen applaud
It in the gay restaurants

So, oftir nil, It Is much better that
Alleen nnd I should go on our long
Journey, for, nlthough we, tire famous
everywht re and I have been played on
every piano and by every band all over
tin- country, the people will never know
what father really meant until Tho Sav-
nge nnd I tell them.
(Covvrlght by The Xnrth American

Cn m pn nil.)

Without Leave
was one of the days of the lato

II season when ihlll winds thinned
the ranks of the frequenters of tho

Polo (rounds. Some of those that hnd
come, and regretted the absence of
hospitable steam pipes, nr veil with the
sun, so that no men- - discomfort of tho
llesli Nhould Interfere with Hie buoyuncy
of the spirit.

We.l toward th. fore of Huh sun
moved number was a )oiing woman of
looks and dash and verve, squlr--d by a
.voting man who aimed to
Mr. ke the keynote of a man about town,

In a tense moment 'nf the gamo a
photographer benriug a moving picture
camera squared himself In front of this
section of spectators. For one at least
the tension suddenly snapped. Tho
young woman w.th ono hand con-
vulsively clutched her companion's arm
while with the other sho pulled down a
heavily patterned veil. Then turning
her back in a trice she cut her way
toward a rear exit,

Tin- - thoughtful air that thereupon
pnM'seil many men In the vicinity of
ihe tabloid conieilv was proof poslllvo
it tin ,r married mate.


